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When | came home | was boiling with rage. | did not manage to get the key from my overstuffed pocket, 
caught first a used tissue, then another in which | had incomprehensibly wrapped used snus bags and then 
found that | had colored the pants by my rummaging. Silently exploding to myself, | pushed my hand completely 
into the pocket of my jeans, which turned out quite difficult because of its considerable size. Promptly, the 
pocket of the pants burst open and the key fell through the pant leg onto the floor, where | picked it up. At 
least | got into the house quickly, the broken pants were quickly changed and | went with a beer into the living 
room, where | dropped heavily sighing on the couch and turned on the TV. Soccer. | would have preferred ice 
hockey. | fixed my gaze on the ball (which wasn't that hard, a puck is much smaller) and hoped it would 
distract me a little. The whole day had been messed up. We had just gotten back from our festival tour 
yesterday. | usually took the week off after a tour, spent the first day or two at home and then was with my 
parents, my friends, did something with my girlfriend. If | had one, which was not the case at the moment. 


Britta. Damn, now she haunted my thoughts. Great. 


An interview had been scheduled for Today, at nine in the morning. Already when Par, not particularly excited, 
had told us, we had moaned: Couldn't it wait, at least one, two days? Apparently it couldn't, for whatever 
shitty reason But, | told myself, if | could be home by eleven at the latest and more or less sleep through the 
rest of the day, | could live with that. 


Eight fifty. The briefing (of course, none of us had known what the interview was going to be about, which 
added to my bad mood, although that was not unusual) had taken place. Everyone was there. Everyone except 
the interviewer, an journalist from one of the big TV stations. When he hadn't shown up at ten past nine, 
Linnea, our PR lady, called the station The station employee was astonished, the reporter had left in time and 
she would follow up herself. We waited, and with every quarter of an hour that passed, at least my mood sank 
further towards freezing point. Three hours later, the station called back: the reporter had been involved in an 
accident and was in the hospital. They would be in touch to arrange a new appointment. It wasn't the poor 
guy's fault, | knew that, but my mood was rushing toward the center of the earth at a speed that frightened 
even me. By the time | had said my goodbyes and was on my way home, | noticed that people were avoiding 
me. Definitely not a good sign By now | know that | seem pretty intimidating when I'm in a bad mood, even 
though | don't really want to be (ok, in some situations its quite helpful), so | tried to pull myself together - 
without any significant success. So, in spite of my bad mood, | was quite happy when | was standing in front of 


my house - until the trouble with the key started. 


Still in a bad mood, | went to sleep a few hours later. At least, | thought, the festival was starting in a week. 


